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V he 'Tragedy o/' Othello 

Enter Caf. 


To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one 
He, when he heares of her,cannot refraine 
From the exc. If: of laughter : here he comes : 

As he (ball fnaile OtbeEo fhill goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh ieajoufie n;uft confter 
Poore Cafsio's fmilcs,geftures,and light behauiour, 

Quite in tire wrong : How doe you now Leiutt riant ? 

Caf. The wotfer that you giue me the addition, 

W hofe want cuen kills me. 

lag. Ply Dcfdemom well, and you are Cure en’t. 

Now, if this fuite lay in ’Bianca’s power. 

How quickly fhould you fpeed. 

Caf. Alas poore cat i ue. 

Oth. Lookehowhelaughts already. 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue, I chinkc indeed (he loues me, 

Otb. Now he denies it faintly ,and laughes it out. 

Jag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Orb Nowheimportuneshimtotelliton ; 

Goe to, well faide. 

lag She giues it out that you {hall marry her, . 

Doe you intend it ? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. Doe you triumph Roman, doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? what ? a Cutiomer ; 

I picthee bearefome charity to my wit, 

Doe no: thinke it fo vnwholefome : ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So.fo/OjfOjthey laugh that wins. 

lag. Why, the cry goes, that you (lull marryher, 

Caf. Prethec fay true. 

lag. I am a very vil'ainc elfe.- 

Oth. Hayoufcoar’dmc? well, 

(faf. This is the monkies o^n gh’.ing out} {he is perfwadcdl will 
aaarry her,out of her own loue and flattery ,not cut of my promife. 

Oth. lags beckons me, now- he bigins the If ory. 

Caf. She was heerc euennow,fhe haunts me inenery place, I was 
tot her day talking on the fea banke with certaine P'emim, andthi- 
£hs;r comes thivbaubk 3 fal$me thus about mynecke. 
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the Moore of Venice. 

Oth. Crying.O deare Cafsto. as it were : his geflurc imports it. 
Caf. So hangs, andiolls, and weepes vpoo me ; fo hales , andp 
me,hj,ha,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how {he plockt him to my Chamber 5 

Ifce that no>e o f y ours, but not that dog i {hall throw't to. 

Caf. Well, 1 muft leaue her company ; ‘ Enter Uianca. 

Before me,looke where flit comes, 

Tis fuch another Fitchew • marry a perfum’d one : What doe you 
mesne by this haunting of me ? 

Bran. Let the deuill and his dam haunt you : what did you meane 
by that fame handferchiefeyougaue mee tu nnow ? I was a fine 
foole to take it ; 1 mutt take out the worke.a likely pcece >t worke 
that you {hould find it in your chamber, and no: know who left it 
there: this is form minxes token, and I mutt cake out the worke • 
there gioe it the hobby horfe } whcrefocucr you had it, 11c take out no 
Worke on’t. 

Caf. How now my fweet Biar.cafiow now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen that (hould be my handkerchitfe. 

Bta. An you’ll come to fupp r to mght,y ou may, an you will not, 
come when y ou are n xt prepar’d for. Exit, 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf 1 mutt, (hee’i taile i’the ftreet die- 
lag . You fup there. 

Caf. Y es,I intend fo. 

lag. Well,! may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpsake 
With you. 

faf Prethecome will you? 

lag Goe to, fay no more. Exit Cafllo. 

Oth. How (hall I murder him Iago ? 

Jag. Did you percciac,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Otb. O Iaga. 

Jag And did you fee the handkerchiefc ? 

Oth. Was that mint ? 

I would li me him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman, a faire womab. 
a fweet woman. 

fag . \ ay, you muff forget that 

Oth. And let her rot and perith, and be damb’d to night, for (hee 
wall not Hue s no, my heatt is turn’d to a ftone; 1 ftrike it,and it hurts 
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